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EVERYBODY LOVES 
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t # NOW ON SALE AT 

STORES EVERYWHERE 




-jfc Start your library today . 

SO titles to choose from, with more 
ing all the time! 
^ Wholesome stories . 

pictures galore! 
-^ Easy-to-clean, ha 




full-color 



covers in gay colors! 

ere are dozens of delightful stories about 

things in which children are interested. 
Stories about pets ■ . . kittens, puppies, 
.bout amazing 
:hanical friends like Buster 
Bulldozer, .the fire truck, the little 

tales about such favorites 

as Gene Autry, Roy Rogers, 

Bugs Bunny and Donald 

Duck. All children, from 

the tiny tot ages to the young 

reader years, will enjoy 

Tell-a-Tales. Only 15? at 

your nearby stores! 



■ifh 30 to 38 pages. 



MANY MORE 
TITLES 
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report any clues to "^ 
the federal bureau of 
investigation! I've given 
you a description of 

DR. PRICE. 





THOUGHTFULLY, ROY 
WATCHES THE FBI AGENT'S 
CAR ROAR AWAY. 



-BUT IVE GOT A HUNCH! I'M 
GOING TO CALL ON OUR HERMIT / 
FRIEND, SLIM WALKER-. -AND L 
LEAVE YOU, BULLET, IN CHARGE < 
OF THIS OFFICE UNTIL SHERIFF 
BINS WAUER RETURNS. 



TOWARD SUNDOWN THE SAME ftPTf RHOOft 



ONLY TWO MORE 
MILES TO SUM'S 
SHACK, TRIGGER. 
WE OUGHT TO FIND 
HIM HOME ABOUT 
-7 DARK 









—UNLESS mFS OOftN 
THIS DRY WASH I AND 
HERE'S ---TiHE TRACKS 
WiTH A M&> TSEae "' 





AT THAT VERY MOMENT, HOWEVER. 
4 'GEM HUNTER 'Urr5 POWERFUL 
S1M0CUL4RS TO SCAN THE HEIGHTS 
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IN RAPID SUCCESSION, BUT WITH SUPERB AIM, 
ROYS GUNS ROAR TWELVE TIMES... 





-AS THE APPROACHING JEEP STOPS, OUT OF RAKQE. 



THAT JEEP WE SAW HAS 
STOPPED DOWN THERE- -■ 
JUST BEYOND THE SLOPE, 
ROY! SHALL I TRY A LONG 
SHOT At IT " 




AS THE 

FIRING DIES DOWN 

AGAIN; slim scores. 





THE AIR IN HERE WOULD 

PROBABLY LAST UNTIL 
WE HAD DUG THROUGH 
THE TEN OR TWENTY FEET 
OF RUBBLE AT THE 
ENTRANCE,., .BUT I DON'T -, 
THINK WELL HAVE TO / 
DO THATl ■ > 



— OR some- 
thing!" WHEN I 
WENT BACK IN 
HERE CALLING 
FOR DR. PRICE, 
FELT A OOOL 




IT COULD BE A 
BACK DOOR" OF 
SOME SORT THAT 
DR. PRICE HAS 
LOCATED! PERHAPS 
THAT IS WHY HE 
DIDN'T ANSWER 
US! NO HARM IN 
CALLING SOME 
MORE, THOUGH. -- 
ML PRIOE..J 





OOME FORWARD, SO THAT I CAN STUDY 
TOUR FACES IN THE LIGHT i I WANT 
TO 8E SURE THAT YOU ARE NOT- - - 
*»••• KIDNAPPERS I 




AFTtft A u) 


It, SILtN? MOM* 


T.« "S9H 


ALL RIGHT 
DR. PRICE! 
ARE YOU 
SATISFIED? 
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I AM READY TO GO SACK WITH YOU---TO THE 
PROTECTION OF THE FStf I HAVE LEARNED, 
ROGERS, THAT KEEPING A WANTED SCiENTisf 
OUT OF THE HANDS OF RED SPIES IS NOT A. 
ONE-WAN JOB! 




IT IS SIMPLY THAT I KNOW- 
THAT IF I WERE WOUNDED AND 
CAPTURED, AND THE ENEMY SHOULD 
PICK MY MIND OF CERTAIN SECRETS 
---MILLIONS OF PERSONS WOULD 
DIE HORRIBLY! 




WELL, DOCTOR— I'VE GLASSED 'MOST EVERYTHING II 
TWENTY MILES, AND THERE'S NO SIGN OFL~~ 
EXCEPT SOME RANGE COWS. 0H.YES-—AND 
YOUR BURRO! — 




THEY'RE SOMEWHERE UNDER A 

RUNAWAY MOUNTAINSIDE THAT — I"** 
GOT STAMPEDED BY THEIR DYNAMITE! 
EVEN THEIR TRUCK IS BURIED! BUT 
THE JEEP THAT'S PARKED FARTHER 
OFF COULD TAKE YOU AND ROY BACK 
TO PRONGHORN, WHILE I LOOK 
AFTER OUR HORSES.. 





DOtfT WORRY ABOUT SLIM! HELL MAKE OUT 
BETTER ALONE THAN HE WOULD WITH AN 
ARMY! JUST SLIM AND HIS HARMONICA) 





~~? HOPE? U£ 15 ONE OC FOUB OR V~" 

f FIVE CHARACTERS, MORE OR LESS \ 

WANTED 1Y THE LAW OF 01FFERENT 

STATES / THEY HOLE UP IN THE 

i BOCKS AND WASHES NEAR THE J 

V THREE STATES' CORNERS. S 
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TWO OAY» LATER, SOY AND JOfff., 
SLAKE ft£A6H THE MOST SMMtSN. 



— ' THERE 5 THE DOME-SHAPED 
ROCK SHERIPP MARSH TOLD US 
ABOUT, ROY,' GRANDPAS PLACE 
IS JUST BEYOND — 






BOTH SIX-GUNS BLASTING, 
HE CHARGES THE OUTLAWS 
HIDING PLACE— ONE SHOT 
IS ALL THAT THE RATTLEO 
RIFLEMAN CAN GET OFF 
BEFORE— 




ANOTHER WILD YELL OF 
FRIGHT BURSTS FROM THE 
OUTLAW'S LIPS, AS ROYS 
BULLETS KICK DUST BEHIND HIM . 




YOU WILL FIND MY MONEY 
BURIED IN A CkjAR BOX AT THE BASE ' 
OF A LONE MONUMENT IN A DEEP 
CLEFT ON THE EAST SIDE OF INJUN 
HEAD BUTTE. YOU CAN SEE THE " 
BUTTE FROM THE HILL ABOVE 
MY SHACK," 




THERE'S THE MONUMENT- 
AND THE MONEY 15 
BURIED AT ITS BASE 
BUT HOW CAN ANY- 
BODY GET DOWN 
THERE, ROY ? 



THffT WW. DO THE 
TRICK / JOEY— WU 
CLIMB OOWN FIRST. 





GRANDPA BORGLAND 
DIDN'T SAY ON WHICH 
$IDE OF THE MONUMENT ' 
TO 01S...50 WE'LL HAVE 
TO 6UESS.' 




^T WELL, JO£f WERE \Jff.T.- / 

■ NOT FAR FROM YOUR WfcA / 

■ GRANDPA'S MONEY jWifc X^SW 

■ cache, now... C^ In* ^Sgt 
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B A"*TBE ■' IP NOBODY P 

j^V SAW HIM BURY IT \ 

^B-H^H|. HE5E — AND DUO IT J 

^ W*^B^^ UP LATER .' ^ 
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BACK AWAY FROM THE RIM OF THE CLEFT, 
BULLET SENSES DANGER*- BUT HIS WARNING 
BARK DOES NOT CARRY DOWN INTO THE HOLE 
WHERE ROY AND JOEY ARE DIGGING. 



/ DOWN, JOST— B£WNO 
C- , TNZ MONUMENT— \ 


/ mAMSf 
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\ DESPERATE, ooy 


SENDS JOEY SPINNING,., 



--"ii ,& *r** ! 





THIS HOLE THAT WE DUG \ UH-HUH.' HElL EVEN, 
TO PINO YOUR GRANDPA'S 1 HAVE A 'MONUMENT*.' 
MONEY WILL DO COR A j BUT WE DON'T HAVE 
GRAVE TOR THE MAN / TO CARVE HIS NAME 
WHO TRIED TO ROB y»7 ON IT, DO WE ? 
YOU, 





I'VE PRETTY NEAR CLEANED OUT THIS POCKET A 
OF PAY DIRT, BULLET. . .AND 1 RECKON IT MAY 
BE MY LAST SEASON To WORK I OLD RHEUMATIZ 
IS BAD, AND GETTING WORSE EVERY YEAR. . . V 



BUT fVE GOT ENOUGH 'TJUSt' AND NUGGETS 




'BOUT TIME FOR DINNER. PARDNER. 1 I'LL MAKE 
BATCH OF THOSE SPECIAL FLAPJACKS YOU ' ' 

' ON FMl _ 



WITH MOLASSES ON EM 



THERE S MY SAVINGS, PARDNER- -- 
THREE HUNDREO-ODD OUNCES OF GOLD! 
I'M SORRY YOU HAVE TO SO NOW, BUT 
COME BACK AND SEE ME REAL SOON 





BUT BULLET TAKES THE WORDS SERIOUSLY! 
MANY A TIME HIS OWN MASTER HAS GIVEN THE 
COMMAND: "TRACK HIM!" AND THE HOT SCENT 
OF THE CRIMINAL IS IN HIS NOSTRILS NOW! 



AND THE COMMAND: BRING BACK MY GOLD.' 
IS EQUALLY CLEAR, AS THE BIG POLICE DOG 
RACES ALONG THE ROBBER'S TRAIL! 




ONLY ONCE DOES HE PAUSE—WHERE 
THE HUMAN TRAIL ENDS, AND FRESH HORSE 
TRACKS TAKE ITS PLACE! BUT BULLET'S 
TRAINING HAS BEEN TOO GOOD TO LET 
THIS" BOTHER HIM. 




THE SUN GOES DOWN- — BUT DARKNESS THAT 
WOULD STOP A HUMAN TRACKER IS IGNORED 
BY BULLET, WHO TRAILS BY SCENT. 




AN .HOUR LATER THE TRAU^ 

ENDS! PEERING CAUTIOUSLY 
BETWEEN TWO ROCKS, HE SEES— 





SUDDENLY HE STOPS, HIS LIP LIFTING . 
IN A SILENT SNARL! A FLICKER OF 
MOVEMENT- - -A FAINT SMELL OF 
CUCUMBERS---WARNS OF ANOTHER 
ENEMY: 



---A DESERT SIDEWINDER, DEADLIEST OF ALL 
THE RATTLESNAKES! SEEKING A PLACE TO ESCAPE 
THE NIGHT CHILL, THE THING HEADS FOR THE 
NEAREST SOURCE OF WARMTH . . . 




AN INCH AT A TiME, BULLET CRAWLS NEARER, 
IN HIS MIND THE CLEAR COMMAND OF OLD JOHN: 
■WW tAOK MY SOLD?" 




THE SCENT OF OLD JOHN'S HANDS ASSURES 
HIM THAT THE GOLD SACK IS THERE -•- 
BUT THE ROBBER'S PISTOL BLOCKS THE WAY 
TO IT! VERY DELICATELY, BULLET EXTRACTS 
THE GUN... 




•--AND CARRIES IT A FEW YARDS AWAY 
TRAINED BY A TWO-SUN ARTIST, BULLET 
KNOWS HOW DANGEROUS A GUN CAN BE- 
IN THE HANDS OF AN ENEMY ! 





AS ME *AI$£S HIMSELF, THE ROBBER PLANTS 
HIS HAND HEAVILY ON THE COtLED SNAKE -■• 
WHICH STRIKES VICIOUSLY, 





AS A FOX SUN6S A HEAVY FOWL OVER ITS BACK TO 
CARRY IT HOME, BULLET THROWS THE TWENTY-FIVE- 
POUND SACK ONTO HIS SHOULDERS . - 




'PRiSENT 

When down broke over the Coreys' log 
cabin and home clearing, it meant just an- 
other do/ of work for five of the family. Dad 
Corey and his elder son, Ransom, hod ro haul 
logs for the new barn. Mom and the two 
small girls, Jane and Rosie, had the cows to 
milk and the chickens and pigs to feed, be- 
fore they went off to the stump lots for a clay 
of wild strawberry picking. 

But for Tod Corey there we're no chores 
this morning! It was o special favor— because 
this was Tad's twelfth birthday Me could 
spend The chore hour in bed, or out in the 
Woods with Dad's squirrel rifle, or just linger- 
ing ever his breakfast. . . . 

Or he could do just what he was doing- 
honing the keen edge of his birthday present 
until it was as sharp as a razor— then stop- 
ping to run his hands aver the glass-smooth 
wood of the helve, lovingly. It was the first 
axe he had ever owned! 

The axe blade had just the right flare and 
thinness. The whole steel head didn't weigh 
mor» than two pounds. And the boy-size, 
hickory helve had just the right balance. . . . 

Tad stood up and swung it,- to gei the 
"feel." After the big, too heavy, man-size 
axes he had been trained to use. ihi? one 
was like something alive in his hands. It 
would cut through anything! It would strike 



NG e UTHQ. c 

within a hair's breadth of where it was 
oimed— and quicker than the eye could fol- 
low! 

Tad had gulped down his breakfast, 
scarcely tasting it. Now, with the new axe in 
his hand h* darted outdoors. A little, mis- 
shapen elm hod started to grow by the 
chicken house. Tad lopped off a twig, rhen a 
small branch, then the whole stem with one 
clean blow. A man could carve his nam* in 
o log with this axe! 

"Dad!" he called, as his father and his 
brother come out with their axes in their 
hands. "Let me notch logs with you today! 
I'd never miss a srroke with THIS axe!" 

Dad Corey shook his head, "We'll be haul- 
ing most of the time today," he stored. "Be- 
sides, your mother needs you— to help with 
berry picking! You go along with her and 
the girls!" 

Berry picking-a girl's job! Tad sulked, as 
he trailed after Mom and the "babies," Jane 
and Rosie. He was carrying two pails, and his 
new axe. Mom carried a pail and her shot- 
gun. Feeding six mouths on a bush farm, 
Mom couldn't afford to miss ANY chance! 

When ihey reached the stump lots where 
the sweet little wild strawberries grew thickly. 
Tad leaned his new axe beside Mom's gun, 
against a stump. Then everybody began pick- 




ing— fast. Jane/ crowed in Triumph when she 
had filled her first pail ahead of Rosie. Tad 
picked Easier Than both ihe girls together— 
but Mom was the best of them all. 

At dinnertime they didn't stop to boil tea. 
They washed down their brown bread and 
butter with spring water, picked up .their pails, 
and moved on to the next patch- There they 
leaned gun and axe against another stump. 

They had been watching for sign of Dad's 
range cattle— and now they saw some. Fresh 
tracks! But covering one cow track was the 
still fresher print of a bear's foot. Old Three 
Toes! There was no mistaking that deformed 
pad's mark in the mud! 

"I wish I had brought slugs for the shot- 
gun, instead of birdshor!" Mom said when 
she saw if. "That old bear killed Three of our 
stock this past winter! Not Thai we're likely 
to get sight of him today . . ." 

They oil went back to berry picking. Their 
pails were almost filled, when they heard the 
young cow bawl with fright, just beyond the 
bluff of poplars 

Mom ran for her shotgun. Tad ran for his 
axe. Nor that they realty thought they would 
see that heifer in time. . . , 

Bur they did! The fear-crazed two-year-old 
came plunging out of the brush, right toward 
them— with a shaggy, black monster on her 
back, clawing at her throat. 



Mem forget about the birdshat loads in her 
gun. She whipped the heavy, double-barreled 
weapon to her shoulder and triggered. 

The range was close. Enough birdshor get 
through the bear's thick fur to sting him. With 
a roar he leaped off the heifer's back—and 
charged for Mom! 

The second barrel blasted-full in Old Three 
Tees' face. It blinded him— but did not stop 
him! Mom side-stepped, swung the gun like 
a club) Quicjc as a flash Three Tees halted, 
whirled, pawing far her— and growling hor- 
ribly. One armed paw caught the shotgun 
from Mom's hands, and hurled it aside. An- 
other paw cought her apron— 

And it was then that Tad's light axe struck 
home! Just where the bear's skull joined his 
neck the razor-sharp blade bit through, with 
all the strength of Tad's arms behind it! 

Old Three Toes went down. His terrible 
clows dug deeply into the ground— then re- 
laxed. He was as dead as a bear can be. 

Then Tad's knees went wobbly— because he 
hadn't had time to be scared before. He 
siumbled over to the stump where Mom had 
sat down. 

All of a sudden he started to laugh. 

"Oh, Mom!" he gasped, "I was so mad 
this morning— when I had to go berry picking 
with you and the babies! But I'm sure GLAD 
NOW!" ^^^h^ 





•—UP IN IDAHO, WHERE I WENT TRAPPING WITH 
A PARTNER, DEL ADAMS, ONE SEASON. ..THOUGHT 
WE D MAKE MORE MONEY THAT WAV THAN 
PUNCHING COWS. 




"DEL SAID WE COULDN'T LOSEf HE D BEEN TOLD 
HOW TO FIND AVALLEY SO RICH IN FUR THAT 
YOU'D HAVE TO SEE IT TO 8ELIEVE it! 



THE ONLY TROUBLE WAS THAT THE PLACE 
HAD BEEN UNLUCKY FOR TRAPPERS' THE 
LAST MAN TO TRY IT FOUND TWO SKELETONS 
LYING WITH their RUSTED GUNS AND GEAR 



'HE SAID THAT HE HIMSELF WAS TRAILED BY , 
THINS HE CALLED A GHOST CAT? HE LEFT 
THE VALLEY BEFORE THE SEASON WAS 
WELL BEGUN 



-—AND DEL ADAMS GOT THE STORY FROM 
HIM' DEL DIDN'T BELIEVE <N 'GHOST CATS' Sift 
HE DID BELIEVE IN THE GOOD TRAPPING TO 
BE FOUND IN HAUNTED VALLEY'. 




"SO THAT'S HOW DEL AND 1 FOUND OUR- 
SELVES THERE , ONE LATE FALL DAY, 
WITH OUR THREE HORSES AND OUR 
CAMP DUFFEL. 



I »but we didn't get to slee'p.at all 

THAT NIGHT'" 



THERE WAS SOMETHING IN THAT CRITTER'S 
SCREAMS THAT MADE THE SHORT HAIRS 
RISE ON THE BACK OFA MAN'S NECK. " 




"THE CRITTER OIDNT LEAVE ALLNIGHTr 
JUST BEFORE SUNUP WE HEARD ITS YOWLING 
CRT FADING AWAY TOWARD THE NORTHEAST, " 



3-GOING AWAY, CHARLEY? IT'S 
SOMETHING THATDOESN 
.IKE THE DAYLIGHT-- 



" AFTER BREAKFAST I WAS READY TO GO—r 
PLUMB SICK OF CAMP AFTER THE NIGHT WE'D 
HADr BUT DEL FELT DIFFERENTLY " 



,meHR-rr a 




(WELL— LET'S START OUT ) 

X AND FINISH THAT / 

y ^\. TRAPLINE.DELr / 




CHAR LEY 7 
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"MY OWN NERVES WERE ON EDGE, AND I 
RECKON 1 WAS A BIT SHORT WITH DEL.' A 
MAN ALL BROKEN DOWN WITH FEAR ISN'T 
A PRETTY PICTURE TO LOOK AT!" 





,./ SUIT YOURSELF, 




tL DEL' ME, I'M 


\f;§ 


f GOING OUTON 


|b THAT TRAP- 


JFuStJ* 


^ LINE! THAT'S 


WHERE THE 




WOLVERINE WILL 


Jy lift Ik s 


. HEAD FOR.TO 




\ RUIN OUR TRAPS 




1 IF I KNOW HIS 




i\ BREED? MAYBE 




M i'llgeta 




J5\ SHOT AT 


^' ^S^Tv^TtK " 


Y \. HIM , 


IBrnHfeA 






"I LEFT WITHOUT ANOTHER WORD, ORA BACK- 
WARD LOOK' BUT IF t'D BEEN ABLE TO LOOK 
AHEAD ANOTHER EIGHT OR TEN HOURS. I'D 
NEVER HAVE TAKEN TWO STEPS AWAY 
FROM CAMP • 



*l'0 BEEN RIGHT ABOUT THAT WOLVERINES HE'D 
COME STRAIGHT FROM RAIDING 6lJR DUFFEL TO 
OUR TRAPLINE, PROBABLY FOLLOWING OUR 
TRACKS' I FOUND *W0 BEAVER, PULLED OUT 
OF THE WATER" AND MAULED. 




"I TRACKED THE CUSS, AND GOT ONE QUICK 
SHOT AT HIM — -BUT MISSEDr BY THAT TIME, 
THE SUN WAS GETTING LOW 



"I GOT BACK TO OUR CLEARING AT DUSK, AND 
CALLED OUT TO MY PARTNER, SO HE 
WOULDN'T SHOOT ME FOR A CATAMOUNT!" 




-BUT MY PARTNER WOULD NEVER SHOOT AT 
ANYTHING AGAIN:' I FOUND HIM CRUMPLED 
ON THE GROUND BY THE HALF-DEAD FIRE " 



' SOME BIG ANIMALOFTHE CAT TRIBE HAD 
JUMPED HIM FROM BEHINO, AS HE HUNKERED 
BESIDE THE FIRE, PROBABLY DOZING. IT HAD 
3ROKEN HIS NECK AND SUNK ITS TEETH 
IN HIS THROAT" 



= 1 TOOK AVOW SiGmTTh 
TO LEAVE THE valley " 
THE MURDEROUS B£AS' 
rtiU-£P MTSEl.Fr 



" i WAS SORE AT HEART-- AND MAD CLEAR 
THROUGH' I QARED THE GHOST CAT TO JUMP 
ME, AS I CUT FIREWOOD AT THE DARK 

.EDGE OF THE WOODS 




-1 BROlLEDACHUNKC-FDEER 
MEAT TO KEEP UP MT STRENGTH 
—BECAUSE I AIMED TO SIT 
UP ALL NIGHT AND WATCH 
FOR THE CRITTER r 




"I DIDN'T BELIEVE THE CATA- 
MOUNT WAS SO MUCH GHOSTLY 
AS JUST PLAIN VICIOUS* IT WAS 
PROBABLY A COUGAR — THOUGH 
COUGARS ARE ALMOST NEVER 
KNOWN TO ATTACK MAN! 



"MAYBE SOME HUNTER HAD 
KILLED THE CAT'S KITTENS, 
AND TURNED HER MAN-HATE!*... 
OR MAYBE IT WAS AN OLO TOM, 
GONE KILLING-CRAZYf 1 
AIMED TO PINO OUT '. 1 
ROLLED A BIG STONE FOR 
A SEAT, AND TRIED TO 
E£P AWAKE. 




" BUT GOING WITHOUT SLEEP THE NIGHT BEFORE 
MADE STAYING AWAKE TOO HARD* AROUND 
MIDNIGHT 1 MUST HAVE DROWSED OFF- — 
AND NEVER NOTICED A PORCUPINE THAT 
WADDLED PAST ME—- 





'I NEVER SAW THE GHOST CAT* STALKING ME 
AROUND THE END OF THE SHELTER, WHERE 
THE SHADOW LAY BLACK 



MY FiftST WARN INS WAS 
AN UNEARTHLY SCREECH, 
THE CATAMOUNT HAD 
BEEN CONCENTRATING 
ON ME SO CLOSELY 
THAT SHE HAD STEPPED 
ONTO THAT PORCUPINE 

IN THE SHADOW 

AND GOT A DOSE OF 
QUILLS FROM ITS 
UGHTNING-OUICK 
TAIU " 




-BEFORE I REALIZED THAT SHE 
WAS OEAO^ANDNOT ANY COUGAR 
AT ALL, BUT AN OUTSIZE BOBCAT? 
A CANADA LYNX, THAT WOULD 
WEIGH MAYBE EIGHTY OR 
NINETY POUNDS." 



WOW! WAS THAT 
~— (GULP*)--- 
ALL OF THE 

STORY, CHARLEY 



ANYHOW, I BURIED MY PARTNER , AND HUNTED 
DOWN THAT OLD WOLVERINE , AND TRAPPED 
OUT THE SEASON IN THE VALLEY ' MADE A LOT 
OF MONEY, TOOr BUT ONE SEASON WAS ENOUGH 
AFTER OEL'S 
DEATH. THE 
VALLEY 
COULD NEVER 
BE THE SAME 
AGAIN.YOU 





CHIQUITA 



Beautiful! Sir, you may say so. Thar isn't her match in the country, 

Is thar, old gal,— Chiquita, my darling, my beauty? 

Feel of that neck, sir ,— thar's velvet! Whoa! Steady,— ah, will you, you vixen! 

Whoa! I say. Jack, trot her out; let the gentleman look at her paces. 

Morgan— She ain't nothin' else, and I've got the papers to prove it. 
Sired by Chippewa Chief, and twelve hundred dollars won't buy her. 
Briggs of Tuolumne owned her. Did you know Briggs of Tuolumne?— 
Busted hisself in White Plains, and blew out his brains in 'Frisco? 



Hadn'tno savey— had Briggs, Thar, Jack! that'll do,-quit that foolin'! 
Nothin* to what she kin do, when she's got her work cut out before her. 
Dosses is hosses, you know, and likewise, too, jockeys is jockeys; 
And 'tain't ev'ry man as can ride as knows what a hoss has got in him. 

Know the old ford on the Fork, that nearly got Flanigan's leaders? 
Nasty in daylight, you bet, and a mighty rough ford in low water! 
Well, it ain't sit weeks ago that me and the jedge and his nephew 
Struck for that ford in the night, in the rain and the water all round us; 

Up to our flanks in the gulch, and Rattlesnake Creek just a bilin*, 
Not a plank left in the dam, and nary a bridge on the river. 
I had the grey, and the Jedge had his roan, and his nephew, Chiquita; 
And past us trundled the rocks jest loosed from the top of the canon, 

Lickity, lickity, switch, we came to the ford, and Cluquita 
Buckled right down to her work, and afore I could yell to her rider, 
Took water jest at the ford, and there was the Jedge and me standing, 
And twelve hundred dollars of hoss-flesh afloat and driftin' to thunder! 



Would ye believe it? That night thai hoss, that ar' filly, Chiquita, 
Walked herself into her stall, and stood there, all quiet and dripping; 
Clean as a beaver or rat, with nary a buckle of harness, 
jest as she swam the Fork— that hoss, that ar' filly, Chiquita, 



That's what I call a hoss! and- What did you sayl— oh, the nephew? 
Drowned, I reckon,— leastways, he never came back to deny it. 
Ye see the derned fool had no seat,— ye couldn't have made him a rider; 
And then, ye know, boys will be boys, and hosses— well, hosses is hosses! 




Here it is— a brand-new penny mounted in a silvery 

aluminum ring — a lucky piece you'll want to carry 

with you all the time. And ifs a FREE gift with every 

1/ subscription to Roy Rogers Comics! 

Be the first among your friends to have this offi- 
cial Dell Comics Club LUCKY pocketpiece. Ask 
Mom or Dad to send $1 for your subscription right 
away. You'll get a big, 52 page issue of Roy Rogers 
Comics every month for 12 months, a handsome 
membership certificate in the Dell Comics Club and 
your FREE gift-the Del! Comics Club LUCKY 
pocketpiece! 

Send in the coupon below TODAY! 






[Please use this side for your own subscription) 
Please enter Subscription to ROY ROGERS Comics. Inclw 
FREE LUCKY POCKETPIECE and also Dell Comics Club Mei 
bership Certificate. 



SUBSCRIPTION RATES; Q 1 



ir-12 is 



is $1 .00 



(Please use this side for gift subscription) 
Please enter Subscription to ROY ROGERS Comics. In. 
FREE LUCKY POCKETPIECF ond also Dell Comics Club 1 
bership Certificate. 



ioir 



;IWe 



O 1 year $1 .00 D 2 yean $1 .35 D 3 >"<" $2.70 

ENCLOSE GIFT CARD TO READ FROM: 

DonorS Home 

St. and No 



CANADA: Q 1 yr. $'-20; Q 2 Y«- $2-00; D 3 Y«- $3.00 




NOT JUST A ROPE . . . bu; a snappy, red and 
white Roy Rogers Junior Trick Laaao 6 feet 
long — has a swivel, which ni.-ikeg it a cinch 
to Bpin in real cowboy style. 

To get Roy's Junior Trick I.:isso, here's all 
you do: fill in the i (lupmi below. Mail it, with 
a quarter (25j!) and a box top from Grape- 
Nuts Flakes to riiidrr-'sa in coupon. Your lasso 
will be sent Tight away. And remember — you 
get this lasso only with Grape-Nuts Flakes . . . 
the delicious whole wheat cereal that starts 
giving you energy in just 2 n. 



Offer closes July 1, 1953. So send for y 
Roy Rogers Junior Trick Lasso now. 
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LASSO 

Box 7140 
Chicago 77, Illinois 

1 enclose 25£ and one box top from 
Grape-Nuts Flakes. Please send my Roy 
Rogers Junior Trick Lasso right away. 
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